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Have a drink 


Not my Funeral 


Disclaimer: | don't own them. So please don't sue me! | wish | did own them. Yeah.......that would be nice.....But | 
don't and | don't mean them any harm cause | love them alll 

Author note: This my first fic so if its really bad feel free to tell me. And this won't completely be filled with 
angst | promise. And.....just because someone is dead that doesn't mean they have to stay that way. 
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Silence. Utter Silence. | can't stand it. | fidget with the zipper of my jacket and stare at the clock on the white 
washed wall, 2:34 am. Just how long have | been here for? Forty minutes? More? | am dead sober, wish to 
God | wasn't then maybe this wouldn't be so hard. The doctor is nowhere in sight but | don't know if that is a 
good or bad thing. At least no one seems to have reconignized me or if they did they're to worried about their 


own problems to care. 


All | needed was just a couple of drinks. | had been sober for so long. Seven freakin’ years!! And it had been 


great, | was married had two kids, a new band, it was all going so good. So good! Velvet Revolver was about to 
go into the studio to record our second album after one of the best tours | had been on in a long time. Scott 
was finally clean and things could get no better, right? 

But then yesterday it happened. Out of nowhere Perla just left me, no warnings, no explanation, just took 
London and Cash and disappeared. | don't understand how she could just do that to me, | mean we always had 
problems but that's normal in a relationship but | always loved her and still do. So after a sleepless night | did 
the only real solution | called Duff. He didn't ask why or how when | told him the news he simply listened 
sympathetically to my sobs. Duff knows me better then anybody and he's more then a friend he's like my 
true brother. | don't know what I'll do if he doesn't .....but I'm getting ahead of my self. 

"Duff, Listen to me," | had said on the phone. "Could you do me a favor and come to the bar with me?" 

"You know | can't drink, man." 

"Yeah, | know the whole pancreas thing. But you don't have to, | just don't want to be alone. Please?" | pleaded. 
There was a pause on his end. "Of course, Slash. You know I'd do anything for you, man." 


"Thanks, Duff." 


And that was it. | am now sitting in this freakin’ hospital because | had to have Duff come with me, because | 
didn't once consider the possibility of this happening. Duff, please man, you gotta be fine. You're all | have left. 


At first it was ok. | started drinking and Duff sat silently watching me and listening to my cries. And then | 


stupidly convinced him to have a drink. It was just one, for old time's sake. Just one won't hurt. 
Then came two... 


We have almost forgotten how powerful vodka can be. I'm still desperately trying to drink myself into a stupor, 
anything to cease the pain in my heart. 


Now Duff's at three... 

"Um. Slash?" he slurs. "I forgot did it always hurt this bad? | have such a stomach ache!" 
| shrug. No bells ring in my head or his. Just drink through the pain 

Four... 

"| dont think | can." he mumbles something but | don't understand him. 


What comes after four..? 


| finally notice that something isn't quite right when Duff pukes all over the floor. "Maybe you should stop, 


man...you know drinkin?" 


Duff nods and collapses on to the ground his face contorted in pain. "Slash? Please..hospi..now.." he gasps. "It's 


like fire!" 


| stagger off my stool. "Help!" | shout. "Somebody call Il" | fall at Duff's side. "Its ok," my mind is still reeling 
from the alchohol so | don't notice when Duff starts to cry instead | just stroke his hair. "You just had a little 
to much that's all" 


| curl myself up in my chair. I'm so stupid! What was | thinking? Now Duff is in the emergency room and l'm 
stuck here. If the bartender hadn't of called for an ambulence Duff would be dead right now. And he still might 
not make it. Tears well up in my eyes but they don't fall, | can't think that, of course Duff's gonna make it. 
He's the strongest person | know.But if he doesn't does that make me a-- 

"Mr. Hudson?" the doctor interrupts my thoughts. "Sir?" 

| look up and immediately wish | hadn't. Oh no. God please nol Not my Duff. 

‘lm very sorry sir," he begins. No, No! He can't..God please not him. "But your friend Michael didn't make it" 


Now the tears do fall freely. "Duff." | whisper. "I am so sorry." 


| never even got to say goodbye. 
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Note: Don't worry it gets better. And I'm not just gonna let my Duffy leave like that! 


In a stupor 


In a stupor 


Disclaimer: Don't own them in any way. So don't sue me! | mean them no harm cause | really do love them! 
Author Note: Second chapter may get weird but things aren't always as they seem, dude! 
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This is like some horrible nightmare | can't wake up from! My mind is crumbling and my body is numb. So 
much loss, so much sadness in such a short period of time. My lovely wife ran away and | now have to bury 


my best friend. | don't think | have ever felt this much pain. Have to get away from it... 


Do you know what it was like to have to tell your best friend's wife that her husband won't be coming home? 
To have her sobbing in your arms, and you desperately trying not to break down too because you are 
expected to be strong. But | love him just as much as she does. his little girls don't even understand what 
happened and that only breaks my heart more and | feel so responsible. Every time | close my eyes the night 


replays in my head over and over again. 


| had to call Matt, Scott, and Dave and explain to them what happened. | even called Izzy and we cried on the 
phone together for hours. But | didn't tell any of them whose fault it really was, | couldn't, | just felt so evil 
On the phone Izzy had mentioned that someone should give Axl a call to tell him what had happened and | 
refused. He probably wouldn't even come to the funeral anyways so why bother? But Izzy said he would try all 


the same. 


Now I'm at the wake, an hour early. | just wanted to be alone with him to tell him goodbye, but it wasn't like 
he could hear me. So | sat there in a seat staring at the polished wooden coffin holding my precious Duff. | feel 
the tightening in my throat as | start to cry again. "I'm so sorry," | moan for what seems like the billionth 
time. But nothing can bring him back. I'll never see the way his smile lights up everyone around him or the 
way he laughs at the most stupidest things. | won't even hear his inane comments like "Wow, Slash your hair is 
so fluffy" or "Do you know how low Scott's pants are, man?" that used to annoy the piss out of me. I'll never 
be able to give him one of our, as he called it "sappy man hugs." I'd give anything to have him back or just a 
chance to tell him how much he meant to me. All those years we had together gone in a single night. 


"Man, this is depressing!" a familiar voice says from behind me. 
| whirl around. It..can't..be..! "DUFF!" 


He's sitting in the seat behind me as plain as day, | rub my eyes to make sure I'm not hallucinating. But he's 
still there smiling at me. It's Duff and in the exact same clothes as the night it happened. 


"Duff! You're dead!" | exclaim. "I mean you're in there!" | gesture wildly at the coffin my eyes never leaving his. 


He nods. "I know. I'm not blind | see it" 


I'm in hysterics, | think must be going insane. "You're not suppose to be here! You were just dead..But you're 
standing here!" 


"Fine, if you want me to leave." 


are you here?" 

Duff shrugged and lazily put his feet on the chair in front of him. “Well, why wouldn't | be?" 

Typical Duff. Answering a question with a question We sit there in silence, | just stare at him for awhile. 
"Slash?" 

"Yog?" 

"Will you quit starin’ at me like that its creepin me out" 

| blush. "Sorry... just thought I'd never see you again. But | gotta tell you something." 

Duff flashes me that radiant smile. "Go ahead, man" 

‘Its very important 

"And it's?" 


| finally break eye contact with him and stare at the floor. "I have to tell you how sorry | am and | love you, 


ok? Did you get that, Duff? | am so sorry!" 
No answer. 


| look up and there's no Duff, just the one in the coffin. Was it just my imagination? Or..maybe Duff was 
really..No, that's impossible. But it seemed so real. 


The door opens and | foolishly hope that its Duff. But to my surprise its Matt. He sees me and comes down to 
sit by me, giving me a slight hug that | barely return 


"So, you came early too, huh?" Matt says quietly. 
| nod and sink lower in my chair. 


"You know | can't believe it, Slash," he mutters. "Can't freakin’ believe this." | just sit in silence so Matt 


continues, "| mean how could he have been so stupid." 


| wanted to cry that he had help but instead stared straight ahead at the flowers surrounding the coffin. 
Maybe | should tell Matt about what | had seen? No, he would think | was crazy or something. 


"Duff would like that, right?" 


"What?" | asked | had completely missed what he had said. "What did you say, Matt? 


Matt gave me a funny look before replying. "Listen, all | said was that Duff always loved ‘Don't cry' so maybe 


we should sing it at the funeral tomorrow." 


| contemplated that. It was true ‘Don't Cry! was a favorite of Duff's and I'm sure he would like that but there 
was one problem. "That'd be nice but Scott can't sing that song he can't handle all the notes and you know that 


| can't sing." 

Matt's face fell. "Yeah, guess your right. There's only one person who could do it" 

"And like that selfish brat would ever consider it. He doesn't care about Duff, anyway!" 

We spent the next half hour in silence just thinking. When Duff's family started to arrive we did our best to 
be sociable with them. But when Susan arrived | wished | were anywhere else. Pain and guilt were slowly 


starting to get a hold on me. Not even Izzy or Scott could get me to talk. 


And you know what? Axl didn't show up for the wake. Izzy couldn't get a hold of him. | told you he didn’t care. 
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Maybe a relapse 


Maybe a relapse 


Disclaimer: They're not mine! Don't own them! Please don't sue me its not real at all. And | don't mean any 
harm ‘cause | love them a lot. 

Author Note: Can you catch my two Axl name references? Its our little inside joke! lol 

Warning: Drug reference, angst, and a little stupidity 
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My house was empty, utterly empty. There was no cries from Cash, London was not there to run up and give 
me a hug, and no loving wife to welcome me home. | didn't even bother to turn on the lights, | knew my way 


around anyway. 


Two of my cats ran up to greet me not because they liked me in particular but merely because | was the one 
who fed them. | scooped up one of them pressing him close to my chest. "Have you come to cheer me up, 
Babe?" | whispered to him while scratching him behind the ears. "You and Bruce know l'm sad?" Babe meowed 
and | laughed. "Yeah right, | know your hungry." | quickly fed them and made my way to my room. 


My huge bed welcomed me with open arms and | gladly flopped down. But it was empty just like every other 
freakin’ thing in my life. On my dresser a pack of cigarettes laid, only two left. Guess I'd have to buy some 
more. Turning on my lamp | discovered my picture of Perla and | on our wedding day, looking for all the world 
like glowing newlyweds. Instead of Sorrow a cold fury filled my heart and | hurled the picture on the wall, 
watching with satisfaction as the glass surrounding it shattered. Hal How'd she like it! You just can't take my 
kids away! What kind of woman does that? | love her but does that even matter to her? 


| took a lighter from my dresser drawer and lit a cigarette. | sat there on my bed watching the smoke curl 
away as | exhaled. But not even a nicotine buzz was covering an ounce of what | was feeling. | felt dirty, 
ashamed, but most of all pain. The looming monstrosity that would be Duff's funeral was only a few hours 


away and in no way, shape, or form was | ready to face it. 


"Gotta think of something.” | muttered to myself. "C'mon Slash, you gotta find a way to get through 


this...somehow." 


| lay down on the bed staring at the ceiling fan. Maybe | could..! mean | had it just in case...| would feel so 
much better...right, of course. | had told myself | would never use again but this was an emergency. Besides no 


one would have to know, I'd just shoot up in the morning and make it through the funeral, thats it, perfect. 


| laughed out loud to myself. Not because | found anything particularly funny but only to break the silence 
that was driving me mad. Getting off of my bed | made my way to the basement. | always said | was going to 
fix it up as a special place for the kids but hadn't got around to it yet. A dusty desk lay in the corner next to 
a beat up old couch, a couple of still unpacked boxes lay near the stairs. | sauntered over to the desk and 


opened the inside bottom drawer, inside was a small zipped up black bag. | grabbed it and shut the drawer, 


wondering if perhaps that wasn't the smartest place to stash my little kit: 

| ran back upstairs to my room but not before grabbing some wine from the kitchen. It may not have been 
vodka or Jack Daniels but it still was alcohol. The little black bag was placed under my bed till tomorrow and | 
began work on the huge wine bottle in front of me. It occurred to me for a brief second that was | was doing 
was one of the causes of my pain and I'd only be doing more damage to myself and all around me if | continued 
but it was soon squashed. My pain right now was too unbearable to really cause me to think of consequences 
for my actions, | just wanted quick relief. 

The wine soon carried me into a restless sleep and | kept dreaming that someone was in my bed just staring at 
me with bright eyes. Then | had a dream that | was being forced to tell Susan over and over again that Duff 
was dead and | had to watch her sob and sob in a never ending cycle. Gradually | became aware that someone 
was poking me in the side. | opened my eyes to make out a blurry figure in the darkness. "What?" | croaked. 


"Perla, is that you?" 


A laugh. Not Perla's laugh. "No it's just me again, man. And by the way did you know just how much you talk in 


your sleep?" 
"Duff?" my brain still fuzzy from the wine. "How did you get in here?" 
Another laugh. "Well I'm dead, remember? | can get in anywhere." 


"Oh..right" 


Duff laid on the bed beside me. "I can tell you're lonely so I'll stay with you. | hate to see you depressed it 


makes me feel bad too you know?" 

| wondered if maybe | was still dreaming. "Duff?" 

"What is it sweetie?" he said before breaking out into laughter. 
"Am | dreaming? Are you really here?" 

"Do you think | am?" 


| sighed and sat up to switch on the lamp on my dresser. And sure enough Duff was still there, still with 
those clothes, and still with that smile. 


"Well, you look pretty real," | muttered. 
Duff shrugged at that and instead said. "Tomorrow's the big day, huh?" 


"Yeah." | replied sadness creeping into my voice. "Guess it is." 


"Hey don't get all depressed, ok? You aren't the one going six feet under." 
"Well, | have to watch it!" | shot back. "You don't know how hard this is! | never even got to say good...” 


"Ssshhhh." Duff cut me off before | could finish. "It's ok, | was just jokin’. Relax, man" He gave a small smile. 


"Do me a favor, Slash?" 
"Sure, Duff" 


He looked me straight in the eyes. "Don't do anything stupid, alright? | wouldn't want you to do anything you'd 


regret." 


| was taken back at that. Was he just saying that or maybe he knew what | was going to do? Or perhaps this 
still was all a dream? 


"Well?" 

"Well what?" 

"Will you do me that favor?" 

| nodded. "OF course, man. You can count on me" 

"Good," Duff said as he eyed my last cigarette on the dresser. 

"Don't even think about it," | grinned. 

Duff gave me a small pout. *Please? Do | ask you for anything?" 
"But its my last one, Duff" 

He gave me a mournful look "Do | EVER ask you for anything?" 


"But..lts my...oh...fine | don't care," | said trying to sound mad but failing to surpress a smile. 


"Yeah!" Duff shouted happily and scooped it up, He pulled a lighter out of his pocket and lit the cigarette in the 
dark room. "Thanks Slash!" 


| lay back down in my bed and he followed too. The only sound that could be heard was my own breathing. 
"Duff?" 


"Hmmm?" 


"Do you want anything special you know..for tomorrow?" 


Duff paused before saying quietly. "I liked Matt's idea, but | really wish all the bad blood would go away." 


| lay puzzled for a few seconds. "What do you mean?" | watched as the smoke rose from Duff's cigarette. "Bad 


blood?" 
"Like the stupid feuds we have, maybe it can start to heal tomorrow, right?" 


"Like with Axl you mean?" 


"Yes," Duff said quietly. "| was thinking of that one." 
| snorted rudely. "Yeah right and | bet you want hell to freeze over too?" 


"Well you asked! And who knows maybe you want it too!"Duff burst out. He then calmed himself down. 


"Anyway, you need your sleep so I'll go now." 

"No, Duff stay with me, please?" 

He laughed almost silently. "Maybe I'll come back to haunt you some other time." He turned to leave but 
noticed the nearly gone bottle of wine. "And Slash? Go easy on it. Wouldn't want you to die or nothing.’ 

| turned away in embarrasement but when | turned back Duff was gone. 

When | awoke in the morning | discovered that my last cigarette was still there. What the........ 
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Note: Did you catch my Axl references? Ha-Ha! Ok so it wasn't that funny! 


Let me hear it now 


Let me hear it now 


Disclaimer: Not mine, don't profit from this and I'm not trying to hurt anybody in anyway. And none of this is 
real. 

Author note: Just keep ridin’ with me and will get through this! And thanks for all the reviews guys..! feel so 

special! Not much happens in this chapter though. Just Slash in a druggie haze, if this chapter makes no sense 
then that's good! 

Warning: Drug use 
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| pulled the chord tighter around my arm, watching as my vein slowly popped out. My hand curled around the 
syringe filled with the warm brown liquid. It was mesmerizing watching my vein, to know that it holds my 
precious life in it that the greenish..wait a minute, blood is red when it hits oxygen right? But what about 
when you breathe? Wouldn't it turn red for a couple of seconds every time you take a lungful of air? That 


doesn't make any sense though. 


But that train of thought was soon forgotten as | lifted the needle and pushed it into my vein. It hurt for a 
second and then sweet utter bliss. | mean you just will never understand just how good of a drug Mr. 
Brownstone is until you tried it. It's just pure happiness. There's some sickness after it but you just don't 
realize how disgustingly powerful it is. And feeling it in me at the very moment is like sweet relief. Shooting up 


is like riding a bike, you never forget. 


The syringe dropped from my hand and | fell back onto my bed, pushing the now empty bottle of wine on the 
floor. There, | thought, I'm completely wasted | can make it through this no problem. No problem at all. | faintly 
heard a car honking but ignored it. What was Duff so worried about anyway? Like | would do something stupid? 
| can take care of myself, don't need no lectures from him. You know me and Duff used to shoot up together 
a lot, oh and Izzy too, even Steven but then he became worse then us, not Axl well maybe once or twice like 
there was this one time | think it was right before "Apetite" debuted when me and Izzy and Duff and Steven 
and Axl went to.. 


"Slash you home?!" 


Someone was at my door! Who was it? | cautiously left my room and slunk towards the door. | slowly opened it 


to find a very pissed off Scott. 
"Where were you, Slash? I've been waiting in my car and honking the horn for like five minutes!" 


"I was in the.uh.in the .uh.you know.the can," | stuttered. | can't believe | had forgot that | had asked Scott to 


come pick me up. At this very moment | was terrified Scott was an awful choice, Scott was a heroin junkie, 


alright ex-junkie. But still! What if | mess it up and he finds out, he'll get mad, or worse..ask me for some! 
"You ok, Slash? | mean | understand this is hard for all of us but you especially.’ 


Scott put his hand on my shoulder but | brushed it off. "Ill be fine. | just gotta grab something. I'll be right 
back." | turned back and walked towards my room. In my dresser drawer | grabbed my sunglasses and this 
stupid beaded skull necklace that Duff had given to me, | had given him a similar one. Maybe they'd let me put 
it in his coffin before they stuck him underground. Oh, No! | can feel the tears in my eyes. The drugs have to 


work faster! I'm not suppose to be in pain! 


| put the sunglasses on and stuck the necklace in my pocket. "Alright Scott we can go now," | called to him. 
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- We arrived at the funeral a little early. | saw Susan and the girls so | walked over to greet them and console 
them but it feels so hollow and fake. The alcohol and drugs in my system make this feel so surreal like 
perhaps l'm still dreaming. 


Matt and Dave spot me and make their way over. Matt gives me a hug and laughs. "You do know we're inside, 


right?" 

"Huh?" 

"The sunglasses?" 

"Yeah, | know," | say. "I was just about to take them off" 

"Right. Oh, and Slash?" Matt says with a huge smile. "Look behind you." 


"What?" | turn around. “Izzy! You're here!" Wow, | haven't seen Izzy in like a year. But he never really changes, 


you know? He's still that scrawny dark haired punk with the eyes of a kicked puppy dog. 

Izzy gives me a huge hug, “Slash, you look great. OF course you do realize you're wearing sunglasses indoors” 
"Hal Very funny too bad Matt beat you to telling me that. And again | say, Hal" 

Izzy stares at me, concern etched across his face. "You alright, Slash?" 

| nod. "Yeah, | just thought it was funny, that's all 

He shrugs but | see he doesn't believe me. But instead of pursuing it further he leans over to whisper 


something. "Well, | couldn't get a hold of ‘you know who' but | left him several messages telling him what 
happened and where everything is taking place. He never got back to me thoughBut | think tha- 


Figures. Typical Axl, he never changes. "Forget him, Izzy." | snort. "He doesn't care, you know he never did. He 
always treated Duff like some freakin’ doormat anyway. And you? You were his best friend and he treated you 


ike you were nothing. Im glad he's not here and- 
"Slash? | was trying to tell you that he- 

"Hold on let me finish. If he was here then I'd- 
"Slash, look! 

"What, Izzy?" 

"Turn around" Izzy whispers frantically 


| do. "Holy." He's here. The almighty Axl actually showed up. And | just stare at him. | hate him. | can feel the 
rage building up inside. | haven't seen him in almost a decade and the wounds he created are still fresh. All my 


guilt and pain are slowly disappearing or rather fueling my hatred. | need someone to blame and Axl's here. 


"Slash! Slash stop it, quit starin'!" Izzy hisses, when | don't he grabs my head and forces it to face him. "What 


are you doin'?" 


"| was just seeing how much he's changed that's all," | say simply. And he has changed, a lot. He's no longer rail 
thin, not fat though. His hair is still that fiery red but instead of a bandana he's wearing a hat. Maybe he's 
losing his hair? But before Izzy had pulled me away our eyes had met and nothing has changed about them. 
Those fierce green eyes full of defiance and arrogance, just reeking of barely concealed anger. But not just at 
me at the whole world. 


The funeral is about to start so | sit down by Izzy and Matt, Scott and Dave are sitting with their wives and 
Axl paces in a back corner of the church like a caged animal. | wonder if there are any photographers here, 
cause they'd have a field day, it's like a full scale Guns N Roses reunion | try to concentrate on what the 
reverend is saying about Duff, like that guy even knew him! But my attention keeps getting drawn back to that 
man in the back. | catch his eye again and an evil grin crosses his face. | glare at him and turn back around 
quickly. Bad Blood? Hal All hell was about to break loose! 

x RR 


Note: | love being mean to Axl! (You just wait till next chapter Axl! You'll get yours! )-shutup Slash! 


Get in the Ring, Axl! 


Get in the Ring, Axl 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Never been mine, never will be mine. How sad for me! 


his "Axl-ency". 
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Duff is in the box up front. He's dead. But I've talked to him so how dead can the guy really be. Of course | 
could be just imagining Duff spooning me in the middle of the night. Perhaps I'm going insane? But Duff seemed 


so real and | wasn't on drugs or anything when | saw him, | am now. But not when he visited me. 


People are saying nice things about Duff. His mother is saying what a quiet and sweet boy he was and how he 
loved to sing when he was a kid. Quiet, huh? Not the Duff | know or knew. The guy | knew would scream 
obscenities in the middle of a hotel lobby to random people just passing by. And how sweet can a guy be if he 
beat up rival bands and threw them in elevators and threatened to kill people on a daily basis for so much as 
looking at his vodka bottle? | always associated Duff with... like being a puppy. He looks innocent and cute but 
he'll bite your hand off when you're not watching. 


| can feel eyes on me, a dangerous gaze. Normally | wouldn't give him a second glance but today he's making 
my blood boil. But he hasn't even done anything...yet. | don't give him the satisfaction of turning my head. I'l 
deal with him later. 


| concentrate on the funeral but after a few minutes my head starts to pound and the words that the 


reverend is saying blur together. 
"Are you ok, Slash?" Izzy whispers to me. 


"Yeah man, you don't look to good" Matt agrees putting his hand on my forehead, which is covered with a 
thick sheen of sweat. 


But | don't hear them. | stare at the coffin and | swear | see Duff sit up and give me a wink My stomach 
gives a violent lurch. | stagger up and out of the aisle. Izzy and Matt start to follow but | motion for them to 
stay put. Just gotta make it to the bathroom! | run towards the back, pushing past Axl who cocks an eyebrow 
at me. | ignore him, deal with him later | remind myself just make it... 


l'm very good and praying to the porcelain god. I've done it too many times to count. So, after I'm finished | 
lean my head against the cool bathroom stall door and close my eyes. | reach into the pocket of my jacket and 
pull out a spoon, a lighter, syringe, my smack, and | got to work. Maybe it was stupid but | promise myself it 
would be the last time. 


"That's just wonderful," a voice startles me. | glance up and into the icy gaze of W. Axl Rose. Oh, Crap. 
Without saying a word to him | stuffed the things back into my pocket. And managed to stand up and not fall. 


| thought you quit," he said calmly. But | knew him well enough to catch the edge in his voice. Like he really 


cares at all. 


| still give him the silent treatment and brush past him as | head for the door. Inside, my anger is growing. 
Why did he check up on me? He's just waiting to tear me down, | can tell. Go ahead, Axl, I'm ready. 


"Look, I'm finally talking to you and | don't even get recognition?" He whined." And your sittin here shootin’ up 
at Duff's funeral. That's lovely!" 


"Wow, Axl you talked to me! What do you want? A prize?" | spat, not concealing the hatred in my voice. "Of 
course l'm using! My best friend is gone, just because you don't understand that- 


"What do you mean | don't understand about losing a best friend? Yes, | dol" Axls voice fell. "I've lost all of 


mine. | lost you.” 


| rolled my eyes. He's playing the victim again. Do things ever change? "You're not getting any pity votes from 


me, Ax." 


"| don't want ‘eml" his voice choked with venom. "I never got any pity from you. Ever! Even when you took 


everything from me! When you lied to mel" 


| rested my hand on the doorknob about to turn it but instead paused to glare at him. "I took everything from 
you? You took the band away from us! You chased us away! Who said they didn't need me, huh, Axl? Who said 


they were fine by themselves? Do you remember who that was, Axl?" 


"This isn't about me! And you know that's not what | meant. Besides, | didn't come in here to relive the past!" 
He shouted. 


"You're right! | know exactly what you meant and we're not going there. There's just something's | want to 
forget. And that's one of them! But | was young and stupid then and you can't believe what people tell you Axl, 
right?" Pain shot through his eyes at that and | thought that maybe | had gone too far but then the façade 
was back up and | was looking into those icy gray eyes again.| was pretty sure everyone in the sanctuary 
could here he argument, it wasn't like we were being quiet or anything. "I'm leaving." | said and opened the door 


and rushed out almost running into Izzy, Scott, and Matt. 


"Slash!" Izzy hissed, giving me a panicked look. "Good. Come sit back down. "Everyone can here you guys." Matt 
grabbed my hand and started to drag me back into the sanctuary. 


‘lm sure Duff would have loved this!" Axl sneered stepping out of the bathroom. This wasn't over yet. | knew | 
had gone too far and now Axl was back with a vengeance. "Tell me where'd ya get it from, Slash? Your new 


singer?" He shot a triumphant look at Scott who shot me a puzzled glance. 
"Look Axl." | began 


"No, Slash listen up. | came in the bathroom and | was worried about you but go ahead and kill yourself | don't 
care anymore! Go join Duff" 


"What did you say?" 


Axl gave me a wicked grin. "Tell me Slash, who did Duff go out drinking with? Who cajoled him into doing 
something like that? He looked at the ground and said softly. "You said | don't understand but Duff was my 
friend too. | hurt just like you." 


My body shook with rage. "It wasn't my fault!" My hands balled into fists. 
Axl looked up at me. "Did | hit too close to home, Slash? What are you gonna do, fight me now? Am | right?" 


| swung at him before he had time to react. My fist connected hard with the upper side of his face and he 
stumbled backwards. 


Shock written across his face, as | watched blood drip down from where my wedding ring had caught his 
eyebrow. At least the ring wasn't completely useless after all. 


Axl recovered and quick as lightening hit me in the stomach. It hurt, a lot. Axl had always been a good fighter 
and | realized much to my horror that he hadn't forgotten a thing. He had me on the floor before | knew it. 


| struggled to my feet and we circled each other. | used to have a slight weight advantage over him, but now? 
| had a feeling not all the pounds he had put on were fat. 


"Stop it!" Izzy shouted. We ignored him. 


| leapt at Axl and kicked him in the ribs and he let out a nice groan of pain. But he didn't fall. Instead he reared 
back and sent a right hook right into my face. And remember, | had only one ring. Axl had four thick ones. My 
face burned it felt like the side of my face was ripped off. | screamed in pain and blind fury. Without thinking | 
charged at him but he side stepped me and grabbed my jacket. Too bad for us my momentum carried us right 
into the table of refreshments. The wind was knocked out of me as Axl fell on top of me. 


Dazed, | glanced up to see Axl covered in a dripping red liquid, blood. No, it was juice the punch bowl lay on 
Axl's lap. He got up, clumsily and his face flushed with embarrassment. He turned to stalk off holding his side 
but not before shooting me a poisonous stare. Izzy bit his lip and followed Axl out. 


Matt rushed to my side to help me up. The poor table was destroyed and | had vegetable dip and juice spilled 


all over me. All the snacks were ruined before anyone got a chance to eat them. 

"Slash," Matt sighed. "You're bleeding a lot" 

| didn't answer | was too busy realizing that the whole fight was watched from the sanctuary. The looks on 
Duff's parents face, pure sadness and disappointment and Susan looked as if she was ready to tear out my 


throat. 


| felt so ashamed and hot tears dripped down searing my wounded cheek. "I got to go," | muttered, half running 


and half stumbling toward the door. 
"lIl take you." Matt offered. 


| nodded and we left. | was sad, | was mad, | was ashamed, and | was hurt. | was a complete basket case. | 


wanted to cry, destroy, love, and run from everything and everyone. Maybe | really was going crazy. 
When we arrived at my house | barely said goodbye to Matt. | just staggered into my home. 


| groaned as | saw who was waiting for me with that familiar blond hair and that cigarette clutched in his 


fingers. 
"Good job, Slash. Knew | could count on you." 


"Shut up, Duff" 
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You're so crazy 


You're so crazy! 
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"No one like's crunchy." 
"Well, | do." 
"Kids don't, they like creamy. | always liked creamy." 


"| don't have creamy and London doesn't care and...Ugh," | dropped the knife on the floor, leaving a smudge of 
peanut butter on the clean tile. "Now look what you made me dol" | bent over to pick up the fallen utensil and 


with my finger tried to wipe the peanut butter off the floor but only succeeded in smearing it more. 
Duff hopped onto the counter by my half-made sandwich. "You sure look awful, Slash." 

"Thanks, man. You're too kind." 

"I just mean that Axl did some number on you." He touched his own face, gingerly. "Does it hurt, much?" 


| shrugged. "It felt worse a couple days ago. Now it's not too bad" Yeah, it had only been four days ago. | had 
to have nine stitches on my cheek but it could have been worse. | had seen worse. Four days since the funeral 
and Duff hasn't left yet. | don't know if | should just accept it or go into therapy. But at least one good thing 
had happened. | had found Perla, she was hiding at her mother's house. She told me we needed to get a divorce 
not even an explanation. Well, at least not a good one. All she could say was that she was tired of taking a back 
seat in my life and that I'd grown so distant. And that was news to me, she and the kids had always been first 
on my list, right up with music and cigarettes. Even when | told her | had no one else that she was my only 
one she didn't believe me. "I know you're not cheating physically but it's just a feeling | get" Yeah, I'm gonna 
need years of therapy to figure that one out! But in the end | calmly told her that if she didn't let me see my 
kids | would sick every lawyer | could buy on her and she reluctantly agreed. So London had come over for the 
day, he was so young and | just couldn't explain it to him. Hey, | couldn't even figure it out myself. London and | 


had played guitar together, watched some cartoons and now it was time for lunch. 


"Hey, Slaaash? Slashy-poo? Hello?" Duff waved his hand in my face snapping me back to attention. "Lost deep in 
thought, huh?" 


"| guess." 


"So, getting back on the subject...crunchy peanut butter sucks and you know it" 


"Of course. And you're the expert on this?" | had to smile at the absurdity of it all. | mean Duff and | had 


been in some dumb conversations but this took the cake. 


"Yes. Yes, | am." He said seriously before laughter caused him to double over. | started to laugh too. And 
pretty soon we were both in hysterics. | had to lean on the counter to support myself. 


"Daddy?" My laughter fell as London walked into the kitchen a look of pure bewilderment on his face. "Who are 
you talking to Daddy? And whats so funny?" 

grabbed the half finished sandwich off the counter and gave it to him. “There ya go. Your lunch is all ready. So 
go out in the living room, London, and Daddy will be with you in a second" 

My son stared at me for a couple more seconds before walking out. Poor kid, he must realize his daddy is 
going crazy. | sighed and put my head in my hands. What was wrong with me? Maybe it was just shock or 
something, or.or.l just didn't know! 

"Phew, That was close!" 

My heart practically jumped out of my chest. "Duff! Don't do that!" 

He grinned and folded his arms to his chest. "Would it help if | shout ‘Surprise'!" 

"Duff. Can | ask you a serious question?" | stared him straight in the eye. Too real. He just can't be. 

"Go ahead, ask away.’ The expectant look on his face causing me to hesitate. 

"Look..We both know you're not here. You're not real, you can't be. So what are you?" 

Duff's face never wavered. "| am Duff. I'm right here." 

"Don't say that! Duff is dead. You're not him" 

Duff's brown eyes started to water and that alone made me sick to my stomach. But his answer broke my 
heart." I'm what you want to see! I'm what you'll never see again! | am Duff. You miss me, I'm here, isn’t that 
what you want? You know I'm in the ground | know that too. But don't tell me I'm not Duff. I'm as real as he 
ever was." His voice deepened and a smirk seemed to pass across his face. "I'm as real as...you." 

The last part struck a chord and it was like part of a puzzle. But a puzzle | couldn't see. We stood there for 


what seemed like hours, never breaking eye contact. But finally | tore my gaze away and stared at the peanut 
butter smudged floor. "What do you want? You want something from me don't you?" 


There was a silence that became uncomfortable. Only the sound of my heavy breathing could be heard 
"Slash, look at me. 

| glanced up to lock eyes with my best friend again. Eyes, | knew all too well 

"| want, Slash," Duff sighed. "I want what you want. And nothing more" 

"Is that some kind of riddle or something? ‘Cause you know those kinds of things really pisses me off" 
A ghost of a smile played on Duff's face. "How should | know what you want. Im not you" 

"That's a lie’ 


He didn't say anything, but simply shrugged. "I'll go now, Slash. I've haunted you enough. Go spend some time 
with London. Oh, and do me a favor?" 


"What?" 

"Call Axl" And with that he walked out leaving me alone. 

Call Axl? Never. | hated him, remember? | had just gotten into a fight with him, remember? Duff and his 
freakin "bad blood"! There would always be bad blood between us and | liked it that way. | sighed deeply. | really 
needed some sleep but | had London to entertain. So | pulled myself together and went into the living room 
where my son was busily playing trucks. 

| don't care what Duff wanted. | wasn't gonna call Axl! 

The sandwich | had made for London lay on the couch with only a small bite taken out of it. 

"Hey little, man How come you didn't eat your sandwich?" 

He shook his head. "I don't like crunchy peanut butter.” 

And that's when | burst into tears. 
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At least | don't despise him anymore. | used to, though. Probably not as much as | hate Slash now, but still 
pretty close. He broke my heart and | held that against him for a long time. | still remember sobbing on the 
phone to him, begging him not to leave. Pleading for him to stay just a little longer. He always said it wasn't me 
he was rejecting but just the band. But | find it so hard to separate the two. | took it personally and instead of 
best friends we became bitter enemies. | remember the morning after my pitiful phone conversation him. He 
arrived at my house. | wouldn't let him in, he said we still had our friendship but | didn't believe him. | told him 
| never wanted to see him again and we didn't see each other for a very long time. But that's all in the past, it 
still hurts but every time | see him it gets a little better. And now when my eye catches the sparkle in those 
eyes and | see that dark unkempt hair | feel..good..He knows he can't fill all of my emptiness but he can make 


it a little better. He strides up the steps to my porch and | can't help but smile at him. "Hey, Izzy." 


"Hey, man" Izzy smiled back. "Well, what's up? | know | haven't visited in awhile so | thought I'd stop by. You 


know, just to check up on you." 


Izzy's such a horrible liar and | knew he came about something else but my gut instinct tells me | really didn't 


want to know the real reason. 


‘lm fine." | realized | was standing with the door open and only wearing my bathrobe. "I just got out of the 


shower and | was gonna get dressed but | heard your car pull up. You can come in" 

Izzy grimed slyly. "Oh, so I'm allowed to now?" 

"Not if you give me attitude!" 

Izzy pushed past me chuckling. "Temper, Temper." He made a beeline for my huge leather chair and collapsed 
on it pulling a pack of cigarettes out of one of his pockets and a lighter out of the other. | closed the door and 
made my way to my couch positioned across from the leather chair. | couldn't suppress a small groan of pain 
as | sat down That monster had gotten me good in my ribs, | had even gotten a hairline fracture on one of 


them. 


"You ok?" Izzy asked. 


"Of course." | hissed. "Never better." 

My ex-rhythm guitarist nodded. "Well, you two certainly went at it" 

"l'm aware." 

"And that's kinda what | wanted to talk to you about..you know..about him." Izzy said quietly. 

| rolled my eyes. "Let me guess, he wants to sue me for a fight | didn't start!" 

"No, that's not why." 

"Because you know Izzy | didn't start it! | usually start the fights. I'm usually guilty! But not this time! | was 
being nice to him, which now | regret!" | practically shouted this all at poor Izzy. You just have no idea the 
depths of my hatred for that man. Everyone always places the blame on me for everything that went wrong 
in Guns N Roses but the rest of them are not that innocent. No one would or will ever understand just how 


much I've been hurt by the man | used to call my friend my.- 


"No, Axl, he's not going to sue you," Izzy took a drag on his cigarette and sent the smoke towards the ceiling. 


"l'm just worried about him." 

"| don't care." 

"You are so full of it.” 

| gave Izzy the finger and said quickly. "No, | seriously could not care in the least bit, now give me a cigarette." 
Izzy smiled cruelly. "| thought you were trying to quit, wanted to save what's left of your voice?" 

| glowered at him but didn't answer. See? Not so nice are they? Case in point. 

But Izzy soon tossed me his pack and his lighter with just a shrug. 

"So that's it?" | sighed running my hand through my wet and tangled hair. 

Izzy got up and came over to sit by me. "He's using again. And | went over yesterday and he was practically 
sobbing on my shoulder. And you know Slash never cries. He looked absolutely awful, like he hasn't had any real 


sleep since..you know Duff..died" 


| shifted uncomfortably on the couch. "Well one: | don't care. Two: everyone is taking this hard, even me. And 


three; |_Don't_Carel" | said the last part really slowly so that it would sink into my thick-headed friend. 


"Maybe he needs you right now, did ya think of that?" Izzy's gaze hardened. "Drop the act Axl, lim not buying 
it” 


"There isn't any! | hate him, Jeffrey, and that's all there is to it. | tried my best and it didn't work and now its 
over. And you know what else, right now | think | hate you too!" 


Izzy tried to look exasperated but couldn't hide the slight smile on his lips. "OF course you hate me, William. 
You always hated me, blah, blah, blah... know. You sound like a broken record." 


| snorted rudely but only to cover up the chuckles that had threatened to well up. Izzy was so irritating that 


he was amusing. 


"C'mon | know you're not this selfish. | know he hurt you.somehow but you hurt him too. Someone has to be 


the bigger person in this situation" 


| closed my eyes and leaned against the couch. Why had | let Izzy in? | just want to forget everything. "Izzy? 
Can you just go?" 


"But Axl." 

"No, lzzy.just leave" 

He shook his head and got up. "That's your problem. Everyone who tries to get close to you, you chase away,” 
'lzzy." 


"Alright. I'm going." He turned to leave not bothering to pick up his cigarette and lighter. He opened the door 
and turned towards me. "Are you happy, Axl?" Then quietly shutting the door he left me. 


No Izzy. No Duff. No Slash. That was fine. | didn't need them. | was perfectly happy. And perfectly alone. 
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Someone's at the door, they're knocking impatiently. | know who it is without bothering to get up. It's Izzy. | 
stupidly invited Izzy over. As if sobbing on his shoulders two days ago wasn't enough. | should probably get up 
and answer the door but | don't feel like it. | feel like just laying here..on the floor. Just resting... 


But the insistent knocking is giving me a headache. With a lot of effort | pull myself into a sitting position Good, 
now | just have to stand and l'm halfway there. I'm on the living room floor and the door is only a couple of 
feet away. | reach out to grab the side of a couch and try to pull myself up, after a few tries | manage to 
stand. My mind is reeling as | stagger towards my impatient friend. He's still knocking! Its like a sledgehammer 
right to my brain. | shouldn't have invited Izzy over, | just want to be left alone. But | couldn't tell Matt about 
what was happening to me and definitely not Scott. So it had to be Izzy. It was no big deal, just had to tell him 
that | was seeing Duff's ghost and holding conversations with him too. And pray Izzy didn't drag me to some 


insane asylum. 


But to get myself ready for the task ahead | had shot up. | promised myself it would be my last, but for real 
this time. Seriously, | was gonna throw it all away as soon as it was all over. It wasn't like | was addicted to it 


anymore. 


It seemed to take me forever to reach the door. | opened it to greet a very pissed off Izzy. "Hey man, | was 


waiting out here for like fifteen minutes! What's the problem?! Did you want to see me or not?" 


| nodded, hoping | didn't pass out. My head was throbbing and | was shivering and shaking, maybe Izzy wouldn't 
notice. "Come in," | managed to say. | turned around and started walking back to the living room but for some 
odd reason my legs didn't seem to be working quite right. They felt like rubber and before | could cry out, | 


pitched forward, the floor rushing up to meet me. 


"Slash!" Izzy cried, diving for me. He managed to grab me before my face hit the floor. He kneeled as | sagged 
against him, resting my head against his chest. He put his arms around me. "Oh, Slash," he whispered. "What's 


wrong?" 


‘lm fi." | trailed off. What was the point in lying, it was clear that | wasn't fine, something was definetly wrong 


with me. 


Izzy gently rubbed my back. "Its ok, you can tell me. You know you can tell me anything.” 


| shuddered against his chest. "I just.. just can't lzzy..| can't do this." Tears were threatening to fall again, had | 
really turned into such a baby? 


"Do what?" Izzy asked softly. 
‘| just can't deal with this. With Perla, with Duff, with everything! | just... just want this to be a bad dream." 
"I do too," he whispered, holding me tightly. "| am so sorry that it's not." 


| had never really been this affectionate with Izzy before, but it felt good. It felt right. Izzy cared about me, | 


needed someone to. 

"But Izzy, there's more," my voice muffled by his shirt. "I have something else to tell you" 
"| know, Slash. | already know” 

That puzzled me. "You mean Duff has been visiting you, too?" 

"What?" 

"Oh, that wasn't what you knew?" 


"Duff, what? He was visiting you?" | couldn't see Izzy, my head still buried against his chest, but | could tell he 


was quite confused. 

| didn't blame him. 

"Slash, what do you mean? | thought you were going to tell me about how you were using again 
| laughed a little. "Yeah, that too." 

Izzy lifted my head up. "So, what is this about Duff visiting you?" 

"You're going to think I'm crazy." 

"Hey, | thought you were crazy way before now. So just say it" 

Another sigh escaped me. What to say? | might as well just be blunt about it. 


"Duff's ghost has been visiting me for awhile. He talks, spoons me in the middle of the night, and everything, 
it's like he's reall But | know ghosts and spirits aren't real but what else can it be?" 


Izzy looked thoughtful." He spoons you in the middle of the night?" 
"Um...yeah.”" 

"Sounds like Duff" 

"But it can't be, | don't know what to do, Izzy. Its driving me insane." 
The dark haired guitarist bit his lip. "Well, what does he say to you?" 


| shook my head. "You know..Duff stuff..like creamy peanut butter and cigarettes..but he wants something 
from me, | know it. He keeps buggin’ me to talk to Axl. Which | won't!" 


Izzy began rubbing my back again. "Geez, you two are terrible. So stubborn, both of youl" He positioned himself 
better so his legs weren't crossed from underneath me. "Ow, you're putting my leg to sleep...Anyway, he wants 
you to talk to Axl, how is that so hard?" 

You know for someone so smart, Izzy sure is dense. "Well, Izzy, What am | suppose to say to him? ‘Hey, Axl 
we haven't talked in a decade but you know I've been haunted from beyond the grave by our former bassist 
and now | think we should get back together: Yeah, that'll go over -real well with him." 

Izzy said nothing. 


"But you know what the worst part is? Duff keeps on insisting it's what | want! But it's not! | hate him!" | 
hissed. | slung my arm around Izzy's waist pulling us tighter, just like | used to do to my blonde puppy. 


| miss Duff so much! 


"Maybe it is what you want. | mean all you two ever talk about is how you detest each other. But | think deep 


down you both want to reconcile, you know what they say..There's a fine line between love and hate." 
"No," was the only thing | managed to say. Stupid Izzy, thinks he has me figured out! He doesn't! 
"Now, Slash, | gotta go, but before | do, | need something from you." 


"What is it?" | asked. | didn't want him to go. | wanted to lay like this on the floor forever. It was so empty, my 
bed, my house, my heart. 


"Izzy stood up, dragging me up with him. He helped me settle down on the couch. 


"Now, Slash, tell me where you keep the smack." 


"But Izzy." 

"Please, Slash. | need to get rid of it. You can't do this to yourself, look at you. You're a wreck." 

This was true. | was slowly destroying myself. | hadn't eaten, hadn't slept, my body was weak and beaten 
But | didn't care. 

Duff was gone. 

Perla was gone. 

My kids were gone. 

And Axl hated me. 

| deserved to be dead. 


But Izzy knelt beside me, his hand stroking my cheek, his eyes holding tears. "Slash, | love you . | don't want to 


lose you too. Please? Tell me?" 
| nodded. "There's some in the drawer over there 
Izzy went over and confiscated the baggy. "Is that it?" 
iss 

"Are you tellin the truth?" 

"Yes," | lied 

Izzy gave me hug. "I trust you, Slash" 


Great, more guilt, just what | needed. 


"Oh, and Slash? You know, | love "Don't Cry. Isn't that a great song?" 
Duff?! 


"Later Slash, k?" 


And then he was gone, | was left wondering just what happened 
Was it Izzy or Duff? 

Hod | just hallucinated the whole thing? 

| threw my hands up in the air. 

"Alright!" | screamed. "Alright! Have it your way! Ill go! Il go!” 


| knew what | had to do... 


Standing on Your Own 
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Standing on Your Own 


| felt the hot water run down my body, cleansing me, refreshing me. | stared at the wall, inhaling the shower 
steam, letting it fill my lungs. | wondered why | must walk this earth alone. Is it because | am a terrible person, 
someone who drives everyone else away? Or is it because no one really cares for me, perhaps fate has dealt 
me a cruel hand and I'm forced to be in pain the rest of my life. | would love to say nothing ever is my fault, 
that I'm the victim in every situation I've come across, but sadly that just isn't true. | have been screwed 
over more times then | can count but | keep on thinking that maybe if | wasn't so volatile, so high strung 
maybe they would have stayed. | blame them too, abandoning me, not caring at all 


The water is hot, almost burns my skin but that's how | like it. | have become more confused since Izzy's visit. 


Maybe | do this to myself, maybe | like being all alone. 

No, | don't. 

| just like hiding in it, its safe. It's like I'm protected from the outside world, but I'm not, I'm just helpless as it 
watch it pass. But | can't do anything, everyone hates me, the media, my band, my family. | gotta grit my 
teeth and trudge on, prove to everyone that | am still somebody, that I'm just as strong as ever. 


Prove to everyone that | can make it.but I'm still trying to prove that to myself. 


| turn the water off and slide the shower door open, letting the cold air hit me. Is this it? Is this all there is? 
Lazing around by my lonesome, not doing anything? 


Either, I'm an anal retentive perfectionist or a complete fool. 
| would love to believe the former rather than the latter. 
| pull my bathrobe on as | hear a faint sound, almost like the sound of a car. But | didn't invite anyone over? 


Maybe it was the cleaning lady, she was always griping about how | never paid her or paid her too litte. 
Maybe it was Izzy? 


No, wasn't Izzy. 

| quickly left the bathroom, not bothering to comb my hair out or anything, | didn't care. 
| had video cameras so | could monitor whoever was on my property and in my house. 
I'm not paranoid, just cautious. 


Sure enough there was a car parked in my driveway, a car | didn't recognize. Who.’ It just sat there, the 
driver not bothering to get out. 


A slight panic rose up in me. | didn't like this at all. Maybe | should call the police? 


The door opened and | held my breath. But instead of some man with a gun or ski mask, it was someone 


familiar. Very familiar. 


Slash? 


It was him! | didn't move just stared at the screen, frozen still. 


He staggered out, his hair in his face as usual. He looked only half dressed, something was wrong. He walked up 


my driveway stumbling the whole way until he pitched forward and fell in a crumpled heap on my driveway. 


| didn't budge. What was he doing here? He wasn't suppose to be here? And now he shows up drunk? Did he 
want to fight again? 


Or..maybe he was hurt or something.. 
| couldn't leave him there..could |? 
| could call security and have him carted off or call an ambulance. 


Slash started heaving and even through the fuzzy black and white tape | saw he was throwing up something. 
Something dark. 


Blood? 


And in a flash my body snapped into motion and | threw open the door. | ran out to get him as fast as | could. 
Until | reached him and collapsed beside him. 


It was blood. 


"Slash!" | cried, pulling him onto my lap. "Oh..Slash! What's wrong?!" | hugged him tight, ignoring the pain in my 
ribs. 


His face was pale and streaked with sweat, his eyes were practically rolled back into his head, and his chest 


was heaving. 
Was he dying?! 
He reeked of alcohol, sweat and every other awful stench. But it didn't matter. He needed me. 


And for the first time in what years, possibly forever, every selfish and personal thought vanished. It wasn't 


about me at this moment. 
| had to help him. 


| pulled him up and carried him as best | could. "Hold on, Slash!" | whispered. "I can't lose you, too." 


Please Remember, How | Felt Inside 
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Please Remember, how | Felt Inside 


"Slash..." 

Someone was calling my name. 

"Slash..." 

The voice was so familiar. | knew who it was, but somehow my brain didn't seem to be working right. | was 
stuck in a dark hazy fog that clouded my eyes and ears. My limbs wouldn't respond and | stumbled about, 
miserably. 

Was | dying? 

"Slash." That voice came again 


| am dying! No, please, no! Not yet! 


But maybe it's for the best. | killed my best friend, | deserve this hell. To die, strung out on heroin, it seems 
fitting. 


Sorry, Duff. But hey, I'll see you real soon. 

The darkness grew around me. This was it. 

I'm ready.. 

"Slash!" The voice came again, even clearer. "Hey, Slash!" 

| tried to peer into the fog, desperately seeking out the owner of the voice. A figure moved in the mist. 


"Slash, you idiot! What are you doing?!" 


Duffe 

And he appeared, plain as day in front of me. A deep frown was on his face. "Slash, look at you, you're a mess." 
"| know," | replied. "But itll all be over soon" 

He shook his head. "You can't give in." 


"But it hurts, Duff." 


He reached out a hand to stroke my cheek. "I know it does. But you can't stop the pain by giving up. You're so 


close." 

o close to what: 
"So close to what?" 
"To peace." 


Now, | was puzzled. One minute | was on my way to Axl's house, then | was sure | was dead. Now, I'm being 


told that | can't die yet because | was to close to achieving peace? 

Did any of this make sense? 

"Duff.l.l'm so tired." 

"| know," he whispered, a smile so warm and tender was on his lips. "Just don't give in." 
"| don't think I'll make it!" | cried. 

"Please, don't give in..." 

Duff... 

"Just don't give in!" 


A new voice pierced through the intense fog, this one loud and clear. The mist slowly evaporated , taking Duff 
with it. 


"Slash!" The voice shouted. But it wasn't Duff. "Hold on, Slash! | can't lose you!" 
A deep voice, one | knew so very well. 


Axl. 


| could faintly see him above me, but my vision was still blurred. | tried to call his name, the words died in my 


throat. 


There was a sensation of being lifted up, not floating, though. | was being carried, rushed away. The entire time 


Axl shouting my name. 
Didn't think he'd care that much. 
It felt like forever until | was set down. My vision was still messed up, so | still couldn't tell where | was. 


Then something wet and cold hit my forehead. A washcloth. Axl was whispering to me, petting my hair, taking 


care of me. 
| wanted so much to respond, but my body was utterly spent. 
But | heard him whisper something before | passed out again 


"You idiot, don't you know | love you..” 


The Morning Light 

The Morning Light 

It was so dark, as black as right. 

"| dorit think | can do this, Duff" 

"Why not?" 

"Because. this is so hard, || cant" 

"What's so hard about it, its what you want, isnt it?" 

T 

"Good. Now wake up and tell him" 

"but," | pleaded "What if.what if he refuses, what if he doesn't accept me?" 
"Well, you heard what he said, didn't you?" 

"Yes, but. 

| heard his laughter. "Slash, stop doubting yourself, this isn’t the end of the world’ 


"But I've destroyed everything else, Duff. How can | fix something that was broken so many years ago? What 


can | say to mend this?" 
He stayed silent: 
"Duff?" | called out. "You still there?" 


"Listen, Slash, | can't tell you how to fix it, ok? I'm dead," he laughed. "But you aren't helping yourself by 
shooting up again Are you that helpless that you have to be on drugs? | know you're stronger then that" 


"But." 


"Stop making excuses, manl" He snapped. "I know your life sucks right now, but you're not helping yourself!" 


| sighed. "Yeah..you're right. guess." 
"| know Im right 

"Do you.think he meant it? Or was he just saying that?" 
"What do you think" 

"| dont know anymore then you do. Do you love him?" 
"No.of course not! 


"Slash, don't lie to me." | couldn't see him, but by the tone of his voice | knew he was smiling. "I know the 


truth." 

"And what's the truth?" 

"You love him, too. Admit it. | know you do. That's why you hate him so much, cause he hurt you so bad. You 
haven't been able to get over it, the pain has always been fresh. But you think about him all the time and you 
wish that somehow you could change everything. That you could finally resolve all these hidden emotions and 
hurtful memories. That one day you two could live the way you wanted to all along. Together and happy. Slash, 
you know I'm right." 

The darkness grew lighter. 

"Duff?" 

"Yeah?" 

"We're not really talking are we? | mean you're not really here." 

"Nope." 

‘lm talking to myself, right?" 

"Perhaps." 


"So that means." | trailed off. 


It meant | had admitted to myself that | did indeed love Axl Rose. 


This Promise | will Keep 
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This Promise | will Keep 


The light was so bright when | opened my eyes. | squinted and blinked, trying to make sense of the shapes and 


figures around me. | heard murmured whispers and the sound of machines beeping. 

"Slash?" 

A dark figure loomed over me. "Slash, you awake?" 

The voice sounded familiar, but in my foggy haze it was hard to distinguish who it belonged to. | tried to 
remember what had happened. | was on my way to Axl's house, then | passed out. | was talking to Duff for 
awhile. But, none of that was real. Then was Axl real? Was what he said real? 

| could now recognize the person above me, my vision was clearing. Scott was pale and he looked at me with 
concern. "Slash, you there? You alright?" | mumbled something and | watched relief light his face. "Oh, Thank 


God. We thought you were a goner" 


| felt like | should have been. | hadn't accomplished what | had set out to do. | still felt guilty, | was still 


miserable. 
"Scott, "my voice sounded raspy, even to my own ears. "Where..am.” 
"You're at the hospital," he said quickly. "You OD'd, man" 


| looked around the room, wishing to see.."Axl.." | wheezed. Where was he? Wasn't he with me? Was it really 
just a drug induced vision? It couldn't be. But, reality and fantasy were not holding true anymore. 


Scotts eyes narrowed and he gave a snort. "Axl? He ran away hours ago. Didn't say a word or nothin’, just left 


you here." 
| smiled in relief. "So, he brought me here, then?" 


"| guess." 


"He didn't say anything?" | pressed. 


Scott shrugged. "Not that | recall. Last time | saw him he was having a conversation with one of the nurses 


and he looked pretty upset and he had her all flustered to." 


| settled back against the pillow and closed my eyes. | knew, somehow that Axl would be back. Some twisted 


connection we had was still there after all these years. "He saved my life, Scott." 

"| suppose," Scott paused for a moment. "But.why were you there anyway? At his house, | mean" 
To give me peace of mind To exorcize his demons and mine. 

| planned on keeping my promise to Duff. Even if it would kill me. 


| kept my eyes closed and smiled. "Unfinished business, Scott. It's just unfinished business." 


